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“I pow'r give a continental hang rap, of 
course, but it's a shame all the same, Now, 
don’t you dare answer back, Scot. You know 
aswell a T do what a perfect dufler ofa father 
ve got. What?” And the figure sitting on 
the corralfence bent forward slightly. “I 
‘ought tobe proud of him? Proud just be- 
‘cause he happens to be Senator Tom Critten- 
iden? Well, guess not. What's the good of 
boeing a senator when he only comes. back 
hhome once a year, and then don't give a con. 
tinental hang rap about any of us, the ranch, 
‘or the cattle, or you oF me either?” 

‘You said that before.” Scot Crittenden’s 
brown eyes were full of laughing, good-natured 
tolerance as he looked from under the brim of 
say felt hat up at the 
“Said what 2" 
“Continental hang rap.’ 


‘of us, you ‘re going on twenty-seven and I'm 
“most seventeen, and we're both right smart 
children, as old Uncte Peckham used to tel us 
before he went off on the range and got him. 
self to0 near a steer and had todie. And bere 


we are, buried alive up here in Big Hom 
Valley, on an old joke of a ranch that's going 
to everlasting smash under your hands—now 
do keep still, Seot, and et me talk, And our 
‘own dear blessed man-parent is planted down 
there in Washington, clear p to his eyehrows 
in miserable old politics. He's forgotten the 
whole thing, you and me and the ranch, He 
does n't write to us once in a dog's age, except 
to send money. Much gooal money is—plain, 
everyday money—when you ‘re just "mast 
dying tc see your father, and get acquainted: 
with him, and love him to death." 

Silence for half a minute. Scot patted the 
sleek, russet-colored flank of the yearling besite 
him, a shy, wild young thing that had been 
‘gored ina herd fight up om the butte, ard 


Drought down to be tended and kept quiet for 
a whi 

* Ain't erying, are you, Tom?” he asked 
Sally, 

"No, sirtee. I'm not a bit teary—only 
cross. ‘Oh, Scot, honest and true, can't you 
‘sce how it is? Can't you see what I'm aiming 
at? It's over eight years since he frst started 

iM, then representative, then senator. 
3t off and left you and Uncle Peckhat 
to manage the ranch, and mumsie would n't 
leave me, s0 she stayed, too. And then, say, 
‘Scot,—"" Tom's happy laugh rang out clearly on 
the stil sleepy noon air, her head thrown back, 
showing the round, tanned throat,—"do you 
remember how he came back the fist year, 
silk hat, and a badge and a cane, and goodness 
knows what all? Seemed so funny to see him 
‘up there on the platform in Cheyenne, dressed 
10 kill, and full of big ary words, talking away: 
for dear life to the same boys who had heart 
hhim two years before in top-boots and flannel, 
and had sent him on East just the same.” 

‘Scot smiled, a rather bitter smile for him, 

‘Guess the senator has n't much use for ws 
folks now," he said. “It's all silk hat and 

*Tdom’t believe i” The laugh was gone. 
‘Tom's face was aglow with indignant protest. 

“They could n't spoil him altogether, Sevt; 
not aman like dad! Just think how brave 
‘was, even before he was sheriff, when he ran 
the old Bear Trail stage route; and afterward, 
don’t you remember that night when they got 
‘up the big posse and went up the gulel looking 
{for Bud Davis and the horses? Mother said it 
was the bullet in his shouller from Hus rifle 
that won him the vote for legislature that year: 
All the silk hats andl canes and things in the 
world could n't make him anything tut dad; 
don’t you know they eon! Wt" 

Scot left the sick yearling and came slowly 
toward the fence. ‘There was a long splinter 
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loose on the top rail beside Tom. He broke it 
off and chewed it relectively before answering, 
ding the direct, anxious gaze of her eyes. 

They say they 'll send him to Cheyenne 
next," he said softly. Scot was always soft 
spoken and gentle. Under the direction of his 
tuncle he had run the ranch fairly well, but now 
not a day passed but what Tom lifted up her 
voice in lamentation and protest against the 
state of chaos into which Scot's easy-going 
ways had brought matters. But then, as she 
used to say in fine scom, what on earth could 
you expect of a hoy who stopped in the middle 
of a steer.chase to look at a sunset behind Big 
Hor, and drove the herd as if they were a 
flock of butterfies? Tom stared at 

fy if she thought him off in one of his day. 
dreams. 

‘Send dad to Cheyenne?’ 
Dad for—for governor?” 
“That's what they say." 
“But why?” 

Scot's face was non.committal. 

“Girls don't know anything about that sort 
‘of thing," he returned teasingly, and Tom 
flushed hotly. Bur she was silent.” Close lips 
‘and deep thought, not quick words, was her law 
in anger. One saved time and energy 40. She 
waited for him 10 go on, but it was not until 
the last of the splinter had been chewed and 
tossed aside that he spoke: 

“They say if there 's a new governor the 
W. & P. Company will get the reservation 
slice all right. ‘That ‘s why the Shoshones 
are stirring, you know." 

‘Tom's manner was alert and interested 

“Yes, yes of course 1 know,” she said 
quickly, eagerly; “and it be the meanest, 
lowest piece of business if they dare to steal 
that land—" 


she repeated, 


Scot, slowly; “but, anyway, yonder in Sune 
dance they say if Tom Crittenden runs for 
{governor it will mean the railway people are 
paying his campaign expenses, See, Tom?" 

‘The girl wassilent. ‘Two wrinkles narrowed 
the space between her straight dark brows, and 
her Tip were closed firmly. She knew well 
‘enough what Scot meant. For two terms the 
W. & P. had been straining every effort to win 
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Toor. [om 
their point and build a branch line over the 
‘ld stage route from Carlisle over the range. 
‘That meant the possession ofthe southern boun- 
dary land of the reservation, the land which the 
Indians had clung (0 0 tenaciously through 
many abattle—not a healthy, ree-handed battle 
like the old border ones, but a strange, silent 
struggle, with miles between the combatants, 
and the battle-feld a bloodless one in far-off 
Washington, 

‘The railroad had sought to impress on the 
ranchers along the line the advantage of prob 
able new cities springing up, and of consequent 
wealth; but, somehow, its policy had failed. 
Whether it was a vague feeling of loyalty to the 
friendly tribe who had played fair with them 
year in, year out, or whether it was simply a 
\isinclination to break away from the old chan- 
nels and traditions, one could not say, but they 
hhad withheld their support when the W. & P. 
slice was matle an issue at election. 

All this Tom knew, Had she not sat during 
the long winter evenings, perched on the table 
beside Scot, while the cow-boys argued the mat- 
teroverand over? Had she not stood up heart 
and sou! for her old friends, and cordially hated 
the idea of trains whizzing over the sacred 
ground of the range? Why could n't they stay 
south, with their old railsand branch road and 
‘things, and Teave the dear old trail leading on 
‘through valley and gulch as it always had? 
And now— 

"Scot, it's because they know dad "ll win, 
ceven if he stands for a Mormon settlement 
hhere in Crook County!” she exclaimed at lay 
"Won't Governor Bradley go against the In 
dians? "She caught her breath quickly as she 
waited for an answer 

"No. And then, you know, it’s all his party 
jin Washington now. He could fix the reserva: 
tion claim, they say.’ 

“Tut of course he won't!" cried Tom, her 
bead held high, her honest eyes full of righteous 
indignat Scot, he would never do that!” 

‘Scot sighed, and pulled his hat further over 
his eyes to shield them from the noonday sun. 
Lefore him the valley sloped easily from the 
{gollen-bedhled shallows of the river to the low 
Tuttecland ridges, fringed with pines here and 
there, the outposts and pickets of the splendid 
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hhosts on the distant mountain-sides. How he 
loved every glittering, snowy crest, every dim 
ravine and cleft mountain gully!’ His eyes 
were half closed, and his tone speculative: 

t would bea mighty nice thing for dad to 
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But Tom did not notice him. All at once a 
new light came in her eyes. ‘The compression 
‘of her lips relaxed, and she whistled softly. 
“T would wt bother my head over 
called Scot, as he turned away and walked 


bbe governor of W be Shoshones 
could move farther on.” 

"They re always moving on 
‘Tom, passionately, "And the 
if you leave them alone 

‘So's a rattlesnake.” 

Well, they ‘ve never 
hhad at been for them that winter in 'y 
like to know where the herds would have been? 
Oh, Se talk and talk ntl round-up 
time, and it won't do a bit of goowl! It's all 
44 mixed up mess and I don't believe—" 

Mighty nice thing to be governor.” 


burst forth 
fall righ 


down toward the sheds. “He won't come 
back” 

And ‘Tom looked after him in silence, then 
swung herself to the ground and started on a 
rn toward the lon 
ral, ‘The light of battle was in her eyes 


Tow house east of the 


‘The doors of Senator Crittenden’s suite were 
closed, There was ausible a hum of voices 


in conference, and the senator's oners were, 
No aulmittance.” 
The new bell-boy told the red-haired one, as 
they hurried slown the broad corridor with 
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cigars, that he bet there were high goings on in 
there; and the old-timer, who had seen senators 
‘come and go for several years, scorned to reply. 
How was a kid like that, fresh from Jersey, 
to know what marvelous state affairs were 
shaped and had their source in those suites? 

‘The senator was troubled, He sat beside 
his broad mahogany desk, his keen, kill gray 
‘eyeswatching the faces about him, laughing now 
and then at some political quip oF jest, but join- 
ing litle in the conversation, 

“Bralley is down, in any event,” a stout, 
military looking man was saying who sat next 
tothesenator. "The Routledge Bill killed him. 
‘And there 's not a man they can put up who 
would stand against you, Tom. Heston,the sec- 
ond vice-president, says theroad will pay any—" 

You ‘re too sure of the ranchers falling in 
line, and you don’t know how largely the boys 
control the small-town sentiment,” the senator 
said quietly, as he flecked a speck of white 
cigar-ach from his sleeve. 

"They need not know of this aff 
‘008 no farther than here. 

Crittenden laughed. 

"Colonel, you are a clever old campaigner, 
ut you don't know the Wyoming cow-boy. 
‘The W. & P. slice isan old story up there, and 
they know that the man who is elected for gov: 
femor on our ticket has been looked after by 
Heston, It is a tricky thing. Frankly, 1 
don’t like to be mixed up init.” 

tis only a side sue,” protested the colo 
opped in a month ance you're elect 
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hut 
1 don't like to 


my home isin Crook County. 
0 back on my own.” 
"Getting a trifle sentimental after all these 


years, are n't you? " sneered the other. Case 
ff distance lending enchantment? You are not 
the same man who came down here eight years 
ago, Crittenden. Maybe ranchlife would n't 
exactly agree with you again.” 

"There was an uneasy: movement in the grou 
about the desk, and some glanced at the xena- 
tor to sce whether the shaft of sarcasm had 
disturbed him. He was ily marking the 
broad desk-bloter with a blue pene bat there 

woyed an perplexed look 


‘Tomnoy. toer. 


fon his face. Finally, asthe silence grew awk 
‘ward he took the cigar fom is mouth and rose. 

* Gentlemen" 

“Please, si” 18 was the new beilboy's 
head stuck in the doorway 

Go away” called the colonel, in a dep, 
Ahreatening tone but the boy never quale. 

Phere'sxome one wants ee the senator.” 
Get out, and shut that door!” commanded 
CCritenden sternly. But all at once the door 
ssrung wile open: the belbboy was breshed 
carcealy to one side by a strong young arm, 
fan apparition stood nis place 

“t's only me dad,” nid Tom's clear voce 
Can't T come in? 

The blue pencil dropped from the senator's 
fingers, and he stared atthe stranger in epen- 
eyed astonishment. Bot Tom was not at all 
hashed a the fre of masculine srutiny termed 
fon her. ‘She started to crow the room, but the 
Senator recovered himiclf and met her hale-way 

“Gentlemen,” he said with dignity, facing 
bin colleagues with Tom's hand on his arm, ""my 
daughter, Miss Tom Critenden, from Wyo 
‘ming "Tom, Jr, they al ern Crook County 
‘We will call ou tle conference at an end 

“Tim so sorry to have dintrbed you al” 
ssid ‘Tom, in her breery,fank way.” But 
then you ve come all the way from Sundance 
to ee your very ow athe, wy, you ue 
trait inate, ou know! 

"And even the colonel smiled and bowed as 
he passed out with the others. ‘There were 
some points of sentiment that eclipsed even the 
Wd. ive for the moment 

“The door closed onthe lat figure, and Tom 
faced the senator joyouly, 

“You dear! she exclaim. 
surprise? Have n't T grown? 
tefl glad to ace me? 

“Why—why, certain,” returned the sen- 
stor, vaguely, returning her bearty embrace in 
2 perfunctory manner." Vou se, it has heen 
tongs did ot quite realize what you woul 
Iook tke, In fart T hanlly—" 

He paused, avoating the direct gaze of her 
exes and sank into his arm-chait, wile Tom 
isi asi her white sallorhat and jacket, and 

Tete a home 
“there!” she exclaimed, witha sigh of rele, 


“Isnt ita 
Are n't you 
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as she carelessly pushed hack a pile of docu returned to his ol 


place, The wrinkles of 
herself in their perplexity had not lett his forehead. The sd- 
Only—" den descent of this tall, suilwart young person 
wment's hesitation, and she from the far West into his political life was dis- 
slanced about the rich apartment dubjowsly. concerting, to say the least; and yet he was 


rents on the desk and seate 
place; “now F can tak to y 


ware’ 


Only T'm ‘most starved. Do you ever eat conscious of « strong, lovin 
in Washings 


Je as he gazed 

tof 
At times." ‘The senator rose and pressed tam ani) fishes cheeks. She was not stylishly 
the ee 


ne” tp into the smeet, bright fare with its 


ric button. After the bellboy had dressel, he noticed, The fashionable canons 
appeared, and an onder had been given, he of Crook County were not thine of the capital 
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‘Senator Crittenden's daughter should make a 
different appearance, he mentally decided; and 
then he became aware that she was taking, and 
he forgot her dress. 

“And, anyway, the ranch is just going to 
smash. ‘Scot ’s nie and good, but he does n't 
Know how to manage things any more than a 
two-yearold. And even Uncle Peckham did n't 
do things the way you used to, Why, you 
know the old Texas herd? Well, they took it 
off the old upper battes beyond Wolf Head 
Rock, you know, and swung it 'way down by 
the tum of the creek, right where the floods 
‘sweep up first thing in spring. You know, dad, 
hhow that jut of lana comes out—this way.” 

She took the blue pencil and recklessly 
‘marked a chart out on the blotter. The sena: 
tor bent forward until his curly iron-gray hair 
touched the brown curls, and as he heard the 
‘old familiar names, with theie hosts of aysocia. 
tions, something stired 0 life within him— 
something that had lain dormant and listless 
for years. 

‘Tom rated on, telling of the disasters which 
Scot's heedlessness had brought upon the 
ranch, telling all the cow-boy gossip that lay 
‘at her tongue's end. It seemed as if she had 
Drought a whiff of the mountain breezes with 
her, and the senator's head was held high, and 
‘one foot tapped the Aoor restlssly, as the old 
longing swept over him to be home, to be free, 
to be king in his own domain, caring for no 
man's fear of favor, asking patronage of none. 
"To be in the saddle again, not for a ride down 
Massachusetts Avenve, but on one of those 
glorious, helter-skelter' whirls in God's free 
‘country, with the grandeur of plain and bill 
‘around, and the sweet, pure air in one’s nostrils. 

And that is why T came,” went on Tom, 
adding truthfully, “at least, nearly why, It's 
time you came back to us, dad, You "ve had 
ots of fun down here, hut it all does n't 
‘amount to a row of crooked pins really,—T 
mean the fass and Fight for nothing except to 
push ahead! of the next one to you. And 
there ’s the W. & P. slice, too, Dad," she 
raived a warning finger, “you can’t be governor 
forever; and some day, when you 're old and 
worn ost, and nobody wants you round except 
vs home’ folks, and you want to come back, 
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every one will remember how you beat the 
reservation and went against your own, and 
they ‘hate and despise you. They 'l do that 
rom if you run. Do you know what they 
say about you in Sundance?” She was on the 
floor now, arms akimbo, eyes flashing. The 
senator's head was bowed." They say you're 
fing to be bribed to push the W. & P. slice 
through. Oh, dad, dad, come on home with 
me, won't you? Just think how prowd they 
all were of you when they sent you down here 
tease you were the bravest, truest man is 
the whole county. Scot says it's all sik hi 
and eane now. "Tt is ot’—is it dad? Don't 
you ever feel as though you would like to be 
hack to the buckskin? Are you tired of it all 
and of us? Oh, and, dear;"—she knelt beside 
the chair and Isid her check against his coat- 
sleeve,—" there 's mumsie, She has nt been 
real well this spring, and she 's getting old, 
and—and—oh, come on home with me. 1 
never told any one T was coming just took 
the money you put in the bank at Sundance 
for me,and came. Arent you glad one bit?” 

“There was no sign from the bowed hen, 
and at last the senator rose, and paced the room 
to and. fro, while Tom sat on the floor and 
watched him in silence. She felt that she had 
Said all she could to further her cause, but as 
she watched the frowning brow and close lips, 
it scemed a hopeless one. 

‘And the senator was undecided. On one 
hand lay the goal for which he had worked and 
longed for years. To be the official head of 
the dearest spot on earth to him, to fel that 
he bore the fullest trust his people could give 
him, and to strive to bear it worthily—it had 
bicen his ambition even back in the old days 
when he stood only for Crook County in the 
legislature. But since that frst term in Wash. 
ington, some of the old high ideals and stan 
lands, that had been so easy to stand by in 
Crook County, had gradually slipped away 
from him, He hal found that the inner ma- 
chinery of politics was nota thing fashioned for 
ideality, had become accustomed to the litle 
petty shacows ofits dealings, until the W. & P. 
question had not seemed so terible a thing in 
his eyes, merely a necessary evil. If he did not 
suppor it another man would. 


om 


‘But it was not easy to consider his position 
1s with those gray eyes watching him gravely, 
land somchow Tom's words had seemed 10 
cchange the entire aspect of things. He sighed 
‘uneasily, and ‘Tom sighed, too, She wondered 
‘whether he would send her right back home 
to-morrow —alone. 

‘A knock came at the door, and the senator 
received a telegram from the colonel, As he 
read it he flshed hotly, and in a moment had 
scrawled across the back his answer: 
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Have decided ot totem. Am going West 
CRITTENDES. 


“The colonel’ threat turned the balance, 

Tom," sad the senator, when the message 
‘had gone, and he turned, holding out his arms 
‘to the forlorn figure onthe floor beside his chair, 
“Tom, Jr, you ‘re a brick! We'll shake the 
dust of Washington off our heels, girlie, and go 
back to the ranch tomorrow, if you say 50. 
‘And if there is n't any other way, why, we 


Tomnoy, 


give the W. & P. 
twa place to save the reservation slice.” 

fou dear!" cried Tom, ecstaticaly, a6 she 
ffung her arms around his neck and gave him 
a royal bearshug. "L'm so proud of you. 
you only knew how afrad—" 

‘She was interrupted by the coming of her 
prompts funch. When it had been placed 
‘on a table between them, and she had delved 
successfully into the mysteries of deviled rab, 
2 sullden idea occurred to ber. 

“Did those gentlemen want anything impor- 
tant of you, dal?” 

“Tom Critenden's eyes twinkled, He had 
forgotten the State committee and thet errand 

“No, giles" he answered quickly. 
thing of importance—to a rancher.” 

‘And Tom joined in his laugh, and went on 
‘chatting happily of how the litle black mustang 
had gone over Wolf Head in asnow-storm, and 
of other things most important-—to a rancher. 


re 


